She was perfectly sound but had been so neglected by the
farmer who offered her for sale that the vet, who on this
occasion was consulted, was in some doubt as to whether
she would survive. She had been left through the winter
to run untended on the moor with at least fifteen feet of
plough-chain round her neck in order to facilitate catching
her. Her poor neck was not only wasted but galled, she
was a living skeleton and she certainly could be considered
a rescue. Moreover she had really lovely paces and though,
owing as we thought to maltreatment, she was nervous of
being handled, she seemed to be a perfectly quiet animal
and suited, in. John's careful estimation, to my inexperience.
Star was the first horse I had ever possessed, and she was
also to be the last. We kept her until our * stable' had to go
owing to scarcity of food. She recovered her stamina and
grew fat and well and on a regime of excellent meals she
also grew wilful and very lively. She never contrived to
get me off, for as John, would tell me, I must have been
born with a capacity for sticking to a horse. But she, like
Tommy, took to bolting on the moors and would bin;k in
mid-gallop and indulge in her own particular brand of
gigantic shying. Occasionally her behaviour was too much
for John's nerves; she would make me dismount and insist
on riding her and long afterwards, during her final illness,
she remarked to me one day that the most unselfish thing
she had ever done was to let me keep and ride that damned
pony....
Tommy had been replaced by a young mare, Morning.
She was pretty, though ewe-necked and thoroughly tire-
some. In fact she was so unreasonably nervous, so entirely
unfitted for our peaceful purposes, that we eventually
cut our losses and returned her to her former home and
John settled down with Charles.
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